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bers she became, so far as she could, a private person, and In
addition to her ladies, passed the time with a very small intimate
circle, who from one point of view were personal friends, but
from the point of view of those without were * favourites'. All
monarchs had 'favourites'. How could It be otherwise? The
anomaly in Elizabeth's reign was the difference in sex, and this
was emphasized by the romantic note which the language of
intimacy assumed. It betokened neither a lustful disposition^
nor a callous heart; and though the amorous way in which men
addressed her may seem highly suspicious, the staggering pro-
miscuity of Elizabeth's *love* mocks at such fond credulity. Sir
Thomas Heneage sent her a bodkin and pendant with the mess-
age, A.mat Iste sine fine - * This man loves you without end'. She
sent him answer that as these were his words to her, so hers to
him were, *I love sine fine*y giving him eten thousand millions
of thanks' and promising to wear his pendant on that ear
4 that should not hearken to anything that should anyways hurt
him that sent it*. c Knowing that her Sanguine - presumably
a nick-name - was far in the cold north country where no
butterflies were3, she sent him a mother-of-pearl butterfly to
pky with. The quality of the 'love' may be gauged by the fact
that she told him to hasten back to his wife and bring her to
Court.

All Elizabeth's close friends seem to have received ruck-
names. Leicester was her ' Eyes', and ornamented his I etters
with a pair of eyes. Christopher Hatton, who was entering the
fortunate circle of intimates in the late sixties, was her * Lids',
and employed a cipher which may have been a crude representa-
tion of eyelids. ' Adieu, most sweet Lady/ he ended a letter.
And then, with a play on the initials of Hli^abefba Regzna, went
on CA11 and EveR yours, your most happy bondman. Lids/
Later he became her 'Mutton', or 'Bell-wether'. On one occa-
sion, fearing that Sir Walter Raleigh, nicknamed fWater', was
displacing him from Elizabeth's affections, he sent her what one
Imagines was a sweet, reproachful letter along with some
'tokens', including a diminutive bucket, signifying Raleigh.
She sent a verbal answer,c that if Princes were like Gods (as they